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streamed in, flooding the apartment. A servant
walked noiselessly across the floor and opened wide
a door.
Lochinvar M'Whizzle clapped his hands loudly.
On receipt of the signal Archibald Podd rushed into
the yard, and although the astonished racehorse
showed symptoms of interfering, seized it by the
halter and led it prancing into the ante-room.
He stood before the audience, his eyes flashing, a
grin of intense triumph on his tawny face,
Lochinvar M'Whizzle rose, a slight smile playing
about his features.
" Your missing racehorse, Mr Templeton," he re-
marked in an unconcerned voice.
The young confidential clerk, his face absolutely
radiant, turned and waited for the broken words of
gratitude that should now fall from the elderly
merchant's lips.
He noted with growing astonishment that none "did
falL
"Your missing racehorse, Old Joke/* said
M'Whizzle again, in a louder key.
But still the old gentleman continued to stare in
silence. A slight but most disturbing sound arose
from a corner of the room. Some disrespectful person,
it looked like Nelly, was tittering* Archibald threw
an indignant glance in her direction.
"Your missing racehorse, Mr Templeton!" said
M'Whizzle once more. This time a tone in his voice
betrayed visible signs of irritation at the merchant's
lack of demonstrativeaess,
" It's not my racehorse!" snapped Mr Tetapleton.